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Sanity Deficient
My head screams with anger.

Anger at my poverty, my famine,

And most of all at my sin.

Screaming resonates my brain,

And yet I still remain

Denser than dust, longing for lust.

“Look round,” it says, “Look round”

Closing my eyes I look for a sound

Of your loving, your caring, to which I am bound.

“Look up,” it says, “Look up”

My eyes drift towards your empty sky filled with love.

But up is not where you belong.

Demoralised I stand around, seeking upwards,

Until my sight rests upon the untouchable.

To me alone, you remain; to them you opened the unbreakable.

